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Our discussion had been very long, and at half after twelve, finding Junot resolute, there remained no other expedient than that of persuading him to stay. Here I was much more strongly armed, and after some resistance he said with a smile: <( Happily, there are no longer arrests to fear, but you will procure me a scolding ;* and he remained.
I double-locked my maid's door, carefully drew the bolts, and took away the key; my own door I left simply shut, with the key outside, and all thus disposed I went to bed, very foolishly convinced that I had adopted the best means of making the First Consul understand that since he was pleased to honor me with his visits, I should prefer any other hour for receiving them to that which he had chosen.
As the village clock was striking five I awoke; all was quiet in the chateau, as in the middle of the night. The weather was beautifully serene, and the fine. foliage of the park plantations gently undulated in the wind, while a golden ray already tinted the upper branches. All this silence and repose formed so striking a contrast with my own mental uneasiness that I could not avoid starting when my eye fell on Junot sleeping by my side. His sleep was tranquil; yet was there something at once imposing and picturesque in that fine and manly figure, that countenance embrowned by the suns of Africa, that youthful forehead already plowed with scars, those marked features, and that fair head encircled with a Turkish turban of red and brown, which had accidentally fallen in his way overnight, and been adopted as a nightcap. He was not strikingly handsome, but it could not be denied that he was good-looking.
The half hour had just struck when I heard the First Consul's steps resound in our corridor. My heart beat violently; I could have wished Junot at Paris, or concealed ; but at that moment a sleeping movement partly opened his shirt, and displayed two wounds received at the Battle of Castiglione; a little further, just below the heart, was that given him by Lanusse, when in defense of his beloved General he drew his sword against a brave brother-in-arms. <(Ah!>:> thought I, <( I fear nothing: there is an impenetrable buckler,}> and resting my head on my pillow, I awaited the event. but some of them
